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Author's Notes: 
Dave's POV. Short and very sad. Sorry in advance. 


The days are the worst but the nights some a close piercing second. The chilling dreams in which Taylor is 


cold and Dave can't reach him. Cold as ice and has no one to keep him warm. 


Memories haunt his mind. A hospital bed twenty years ago. Taylor was cold then too, but Dave could see him 
then and touch him, feel him. He recalls the days spent quietly waiting and praying, the passing of time marked 
only by the bleak bleeping of machines. Nights when he would pull the covers up around Taylor to keep him 
warm, before leaving for the night to go back to his hotel room and continue waiting and praying alone. Endless 
tours when Taylor forgot to pack appropriately and Dave learnt to pack accordingly, loading his case with 
sweaters enough for both of them. 


Nightmarish impressions of the hotel room in Columbia. The panic. The waves of powerless frozen fear when 


the ice settled forever in Dave's bones. 


Then the waking. The initial blissful inertia followed by the cold finger of realisation working it's way through 
his body. The lurch of grief. The aching weight in the pit of his stomach. The catch of breath as he 
remembers. The enormity of it is unyielding and there's no escape. The coldness creeps through his bones and 


his mind. There's no warmth now. No hospital blankets or extra jumpers or hugs. 


Days and nights alike are a torment. Taylor is cold Dave can't reach him anymore. 


